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passed. It is not uncommon in crossing the new
States of the West to meet with deserted dwellings'
in the midst of the wilds ; the traveller frequently
discovers the vestiges of a log-house in the most'
solitary retreats, which bear witness to the power, and
no less to the inconstancy, of man. In these aban-^
doned fields, and over these ruins of a day, the
primeval forest soon scatters a fresh vegetation, the
beasts resume the haunts which were once their own,
and Nature covers the traces of man's path with
branches and with flowers, which obliterate his
evanescent track.
I remember that, in crossing one of the woodland
districts which still cover the State of New York, I
reached the shores of a lake embosomed in forests
coeval with the world. A small island, covered with
woods whose thick foliage concealed its banks, rose
from the centre of the waters. Upon the shores of the
lake no object attested the presence of man, except a
column of smoke which might be seen on the horizon
rising from the tops of the trees to the clouds, and
seeming to hang from heaven rather than to be mount-
ing to the sky. An Indian shallop was hauled up on
the sand, which tempted me to visit the islet that had
first attracted my attention, and in a few minutes I
set foot upon its banks. The whole island formed one
of those delicious solitudes of the New World which
almost lead civilized man to regret the haunts of
the savage. A luxuriant vegetation bore witness to
the incomparable fruitfulness of the soil. The deep
silence which is common to the wilds of North
America was only broken by the hoarse cooing of
the wood-pigeon, and the tapping of the woodpecker
upon the bark of trees. I was far from supposing that
this spot had ever been inhabited, so completely did
Nature seem to be left to her own caprices ; but when